l6o           SHE     MADE    WORLD    CHAOS

She and the family left for Heringsdorf, where she set to
work to organize the hospitals. She met with little thanks.
The wounded seemed to expect dirt and evil smells. A vase
of flowers filled them with astonishment.

Once again Vicky's mother was startled at the tone of her
daughter's letters once the war had started. Vicky's horror
and detestation of aggressive Prussianism had vanished.
' I am now every bit as proud of being a Prussian as I am of
being an Enghshwoman, and you know what a " John
Bull" I am/ read the Queen. News of Prussian victory was
carrying her away. ' I must say the Prussians are a superior
race, as regards intelligence and humanity, education, and
kindheartedness/ she exclaims. But her feelings toward
Bismarck have not softened.

' With such a man and such principles at the head of our
Government how can I look forward to satisfactory results
for Germany, or for us 1' And, again, after this war, as
after the Danish campaign, she finds it necessary to say to
her mother, ' I know it is very difficult to make you, or any
other non-German, see how our case lies/

The Austrian War was over, but Hesse, Hanover, Saxony,

Frankfort, all those which had declared for Austria, had still

to be punished.   It was not long before the Prussian columns

were pouring into Darmstadt, the Hessian capital, with

bands playing and colours flying.    It was a moment of

fearful  anxiety  for  Vicky.    Her  sister Alice remained

staunchly in Darmstadt, while the Prussian soldiery pillaged

the capital at will.   Her husband was kept in the field with

the beaten Hessian troops.  Yet, on the whole, the Prussians

treated Hesse with moderation.   They crippled her revenue

for ever, they impoverished her Ducal family, they sawed

away her richest territories, but they left her free ; whereas

Hanover and Saxony swelled the kingdom of Prussia, with

their entire territory.

Austria was at Prussia's mercy. King William saw he
could demand what terms he wished. There were moments
when the old warrior pictured himself riding triumphantly
at the head of his troops through Vienna. Proud Francis